114         MEMOIRS  OF  WILLIAM  HICKEY

forebore all reproaches, merely observing he could not but
dread the effect a discovery of my misconduct would have
upon my poor father.

In three days after my interview with Mr. Bayley, I
attended my mother's funeral. She was buried in a
vault constructed for the purpose in Twickenham Church-
yard, the service being performed with great solemnity
by Dr. Duval, the then Rector. Previous to this last
sad ceremony my father removed from his own house at
Twickenham to my Uncle Boulton's at Coleherne, near
Kensington, where he was informed of every particular
relative to me, and I was desired to attend in person at
Coleherne the following Sunday morning. Could the meeting
by a-ny means have been avoided, I know not what sacrifice
I would not have made in preference to encountering it,
but as I knew it was unavoidable and must take place,
I began to consider how I should act. At one time I thought
it would be most prudent to plead guilty and throw myself
upon my father's mercy, but then conscience told me I
had so frequently done the same that I could neither
flatter myself with the hope of forgiveness, nor of having
the smallest reliance placed in anything I should say or any
promises I might make. I then thought of declaring myself
incapable of fixing steadily to any thing, and that I must
submit to be forsaken a,nd left to my fate. In short I
planned twenty different ways for conducting myself
when before my father, every one of which were forgotten
and abandoned upon seeing the grief worn countenance, the
deadly yet strongly speaking melancholy impressed upon
his sorrowful and expressive features. I was struck dumb
with grief at beholding my much loved, indulgent and
honoured parent in such a lamentable state, and at my
having instead of being as I ought to have been a comforter,
and a soother of his calamity, been an additional thorn in
his side, an aggravator of his misery. Upon entering the
chamber he was in, I burst into a passion of tears, bordering
upon convulsion. The source of my father's was dried up,
quite exhausted he uttered not a syllable, but looked so